V
Clinic
IT was a brisk day towards the middle of April. Snow still lay on the
ground, but it was likely to dissolve into moist black patches soon turning
to puddles underfoot, freezing solid again at night, half melting during
the day. The sky was a strange blue-green, translucent as fine china, with
puflfs of rosy cloud drifting aimlessly. There was an unmistakable smell
of spring in the air and some of the bolder girls had actually started wearing
their between-season clothes, though their elders shook warning fingers
and said winter had not had her final word and heavy snowstorms might
yet be confidently expected.
Great chunks of snow detached themselves from the roof-tops and fell
with a dull thud. People splashed through the messy streets in galoshes.
The snow had lost its salt-like crispness and was difficult to brush off out-
door clothes because it melted so suddenly. The street cleaners were
sweeping up the mess, hurling the moist snow into carts by the spadeful
then stolidly lighting bonfires beneath the carts to melt it. The children
(now that sliding and skating were spoiled) were already looking forward
to the delights of summer. Every House-committee in Moscow was having
glorious arguments as to the number, extent and choice of the summer
flowers and plants which were to turn their own special gardens into the
finest in Moscow for the summer season.
Doctor Kravchenko's gynaecological clinic (which formed one section
of the district polyclinic) was a cheerful airy room with neat white cupboards
and discreet surgical couch. Through the large windows a flood of pale
spring sunshine poured itself.
Doctor Kravchenko, dressed in spotless white overalls, with her hair
tucked under a white kerchief, was seated at her work-table; her papers,
files, rubber gloves, chemical bottles, all in exact order and within easy
reach, for both by nature and training she loved precision. Her patients
came in a steady stream. They were all residents in the district. One or
two were newcomers. She dealt rapidly but sympathetically with each
case. Most of the women were already known to her and they all liked
and respected her. Some of the cases she directed to other departments
of the polyclinic* Most of the expectant mothers came for their routine
examination ; a few, nearing their eighth month, came to have their cards
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